SUNDAY MORNINGS

licences. But one result of the policy has been
that brewers surrender one licence to get another.
When they want a new licence " to meet the needs
of a growing district " they surrender an old and
less profitable (though still profitable) one. The
waterman's tavern, hoary, quiet, a place of
cheerful and customary conversation, goes off the
map ; the gin-palace or the pretentious hotel takes
its place. The inns which are squeezed out are of
necessity the most secluded, the least noisy, the
most clubbable. Even to this one might reconcile
oneself were the new public-houses better than
they are. But they are usually hideous (though
not quite so hideous as those erected twenty years
ago), full of mirrors, din, and standing-room only ;
and even when some attempt is made to erect a
pleasant building, the result is usually not a living
piece of modern architecture, but a mere imitation
of something old. It is an awe-inspiring thought
that the chief trustees of our urban architecture
are the bankers (who are mostly doing rather well
now), the brewers (who are improving), and the
multiple-shop-owners, who have up to the present
been inaccessible to all appeals made to them to
have some care for the frontages they destroy and
the frontage they might make.

Let multiple-shop-owners read this book and
realise how trade may live with beauty. At
least, let them look at these hundreds of lovely
pictures. The one defect of the book is a certain
heaviness about the text. The authors had a
very difficult task. They could not bear to over-
look any inn they liked, and catalogues had to fill
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